A   WINDOW    IN    THRUMS
woman screamed.   A handful of men carried
Joey's dead body to Ms mother, and that was
the tragedy of Jess's life.

Twenty years ago, and still Jess sat at the
window, and still she heard that woman
scream. Every other living being had for-
gotten Joey; even to Hendry he was now
scarcely a name, but there were times when
Jess's face quivered and her old arms went
out for her dead boy.

" God's will be done/' she said, " but oh,
I grudged Him my bairn terrible sair. I
dinna want him back noo, an' ilka day is
tftMHjn* me nearer to him, but for mony a
kng year I grudged him sair, sair. He was
juist five minutes gone, an* they brocht Mm
back deid my Joey/'

On the Sabbath day Jess could not go to
church, and it was then, I think, that she was
with Joey most. There was often a blessed
serenity 00 her face when we returned, that
$&$$ comes to tbtose who have risen from their
faaees with their prayers answered. Then she

64